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And as I earneftly-did fixe mine eye * 

Vpon the wafted building,luddainely 
l-hearda c’nildccry vndcrncath a wall : 

I made vmo the noyfc,when foonc 1 heard, 

The crying babe control'dwith this dilcourfe : 

Peace Tawdry flaue,haife me,and halfc thy Dam, 

Did not thy Hue bewray whole brat thou art ? 

Had nature lent thee, but thy Mothers looke, 

Villaine tl\ou might’ft haue bene an limperour. 

But where the Bull and Cow arc both milk-white, 
They ncucrdo*beget scoIe-blacke-Calfe; 

Peace,villaiuerpeace,cuen thus he rates the babe, 

For 1 mud beare thee, to a trofty Goth, 

Who when he knowes thou artthc Empreffe babe. 
Will hold thee dearely for.tby Mothers lake. 

With thi;s,iny weapon draw.nc I rufht vpon him, 
Surpriz’d himfuddainely,and brought him hither 
To vfc,asyou thinke lieeedcfullof the man. 

Luci. Oh worthy Goth,'this is the incarnate dcuill. 
That rob’d Androntcus of his good hand : 

This isthc Pearle that plcai’d your Empreffe eye. 

And heere’s the Bafe Fruit of his burning luft. 

Say wall-cy’d flaue.whether would’ft thou conuay 
This growing I m3ge of thy fiend-liltcfacc t ■ 

Why dolt not fpeake i what deafe ? Not a wotd ? 

A halter Souldiers.hang him.on this Tree, 

And bsy hi*;fide his Fruite of Baftardie. 

Aron. ,TfoUc.htiottheBoy,hcis ofRoyall blood. 
Luci. To» like the Syje.for.cuer being good, 

Firft hang the Child that he.may fee it fprall, 

A fight.to vexc the Fathers foule withal?. 

Aron. Gei.me a Ladder Lucius fisac theChildc, 
And beare it from me to the Empreffe: 

Jfthoudo this,lie fhc.w tbce.wondrous things. 

That highly m3y advantage thee to heare; 

If thou wilt not,bcfall what may befall. 

He fpeake no more: but vengeance rot you all. 

Luci. Say on,and if it pltfafe me which thou fpeak’ft, 
Thy child fhallliue,and I will fee itNouriflit. 

Aron. And ifit pleafe thee ? why affure thee Latin*, 
’Twill yexe thy foule to heare what I fliall fpeake: 

For I mull talkeiofMurthct*,Rapes,and Maffacres, 

A&s of Blacke-night,abhomin$ble Deeds, 
GQmplots.QfMlCohicfc,Tr.eafon,Villanies 
Ruthfull to hcarc.yet pittioufiy preform’d. 

And this fh.all all be buried by my death, 

Vnleffe thou fweare to me my Childe ftialliiue. 

Luci. Tell on,thy. minelc, 

I fay thy Childc ftiali iiue, 

Aron. Svycarc that he fhal!,and then I will begin. 
Luci. Who fhould J,fweare by, 

Thou be;ccueft.no God; 

Thatgraunted,how can’ftthou beleeuc an oath ? 

Aron. WJiat if I do not,as indeed 1 do not. 

Yet for 1 know thou art Religious, 

And haft a thing within tljec.called Confidence, 

With twenty Popi/h trickesand Ceremonies, 

Which 1 hauc feene thee carcfull to obferue; 

Therefore I vrge thy oath,for that I know 
An Ideot holds his Bauble for a God, 

Andkecpes the oath which by that God bcfweares. 

To that He vrge him: therefore thou flialt vow 
By that lame God,what God fo ere it be 
That thou adoreft,and haft in reuerence. 

To faue my Boy,to nourifh and bring him vp, 

Ore clfc I will dilcouer nought to thee. 


l.uci. tuen by roy God I fweare to to thee t"', " 
Aron. Firft know thou, v ^ VVil), 

I be got him on the EmprcfTe. 

Luci. Oh mod Infatiate luxurious woman I 
Aron . "I ut Lwc/*/a,this was but a deed of Ch" • 

Tojthat which thou fhalt hcare of me anon ant ’ e > 
’Twas her two Sonnes that murdered Tajfi^ 

They cut thy Sifter* tongue,and rauifot her * 

And cut her hands off, and crim'd her as thiu f aw > fl 
Lucitt*. Oh deteftable villainc! 

Call’ft thou that Trimming ? 

Aron. Why flic was waflit,and cut,and trim’d 
And’twas trim fporc for them that had the dt>i n > 
Luci. Oh barbarous beaftly villaines like thvftn 
•Aron. Indcedc,I was their Tutor to inftruiLk 
That Coddingfpiric had they from their Moche hem * 
AsfureaCard aseuerwonnetheSetr r> 


That bloody minde I thinke they Jcarn’d of me 
As true a Dog as cucr fought at head. 

Well,let my Deeds be witneffc of my worth: 

I trayn’d thy Brethcren to that guilefull Hole, 
Where the dead Corps of Hajfianu* lay: 

I wrote the Lctter,chac thy Father found. 

And hid the Gold within the Letter mention’d. 
Confederate with the Queene.and her two Sonnes 
And what not done,that thou haft caufe to rue ' 
Wherein 1 had no ftroke of Mifcheife in it. ’ 

I play’d the Cheater for thy Fathers hand, 

And when 1 had ic,drew my felfe apart, 

Andalmoft broke my heart with extreame laughter. 

I -pried me through the Creuice of a Wall, 

When for hishand,he had his two Sonnes head* 
Beheld his teares,and laught fo harcily. 

That both mine eyes were rainie like to his: 

And when I told the EmprcfTe ofthis fporc. 

She founded almoft at my pleafing talc. 

And for my tydings,gaue me twenty kiffes. 

Goth. Whac canft thou fay all this,and neucrblufli? 

Aron. I,!ike a blacke Dogge.as the faying is, 

Luci. Art thou not forty for thefe hainnus deedes? 

Aron . I,that I had not done a thoufand more: 
Eucn now I curfe the day.and yet 1 thinke 
Pew come within few compafle of my curfe. 
Wherein I did not fome Notorious ill. 

As kill a man,or elfe deuile his death, 

Rauifli a Maid,orpIot the way to do it, 

Accufe (ome Innocent,and foriweove my felfe, 

Set deadly Enmity betweene two Friends, 

Make poorc mens Cattell breake their neckes, 

Set fire on Barnes and Hayftackes in the night, 

And bid ebe Owners quench them with the teares: 
Oft haue I dig’d vp dead men from their graucs, 

And fee them vpright at their deerc Friends doore, 
Euen when their forrowes almoft was forgot, 

And on their skinnes.as on the BarkeofTrees, 

Haue with my knife cavued in Romaine Letters, 

Lee not your forrow die, though I am dead, 

Tut,I haue done a thoufand dreadful! things 
As willingly.as one would kill a Fly, 

And nothing greeues me harcily indeede. 

Bur that I cannot doe ten thoufind more. 

Luci. Bring downe the diuell.for he muft not die 
So fweet a death as hanging pretenffy • 

Aron, if there be diue!s,would 1 were a deuill, 
Toliucand burne in cucrlaftingfire. 

So I might haue your company in hell. 
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. . Let him come ncere. 

Ao-ve the newes from Rome • 

^E0t Lord you Princes of che Gotbcs 1 

rh,Romaine Emperour grectes you all by me, 
a for he vnderftands vou arc in Armes, 

i! crauesaparlyat your Fathers houfe 

liUine you to demand your Hoftages, 

And they (ball be immediately dehuered. 

'ioth. What faies our Generali? 

L L C ‘ SmilUm ,let the Emperour giuc his pledges 
Vntomy Facher,and my Vnclc Marcus 
i^vvc will come: march away. 


no more. 


Twithmy bitter tongue. 
i0 . sirs flop his mouth,& let him fpeake 

v* 1 ’* Enter Emilias. 

r lh My Lord,there is a Meffengcr from Rome 

fires to be admitted to your prefence 
nccre. 


llotirifb. 
Exeunt i 


Enter Tamer a,and her tm Sonnet difguifed. 

Turn, Thus in this ftrange and fad Habilliament, 

• w jj| encounter with Andronicus , 

And fay,I am Reucnge fent from below, 

Toioyne with him and right his hainous wrongs: 

Knockc at his ftudv where they fay he keepes. 

To ruminate ftrange plots of dire Reuenge, 

Xell himRcuenge is come to ioyne with him. 

And worke confufion on his Enemies. 

They knock.e and Titus opens his finely dore. 
fit. Who doth molleft my Contemplation? 
jsityour tricke to make me ope the dorc. 

That fo my fad decrees may flie away, 

And all my ftudie be to no effe<ft ? 

You arc dcceiu’o',for what I meane to do, 

Seeheere in bloody lines 1 haue fet downe: 

And what is written fball be executed. 

Tm- Titus,l am come to talke with thee, 

Tit. No not a word : how can I grace my talke. 
Wanting a hand to giue it aftion. 

Thou haft the ods of ir.e v therefoi e no more. 

Tam. Ifihou did’ftknow me, 

Thou woul J’ft talke with me. 

Tit. I amnotmad,! know thee well enough, 
Witneffe this wretched flump, 

Witneffe thele crimfon lines, 

Witneffc thefeTrenches made by griefe and care, 
Witneffe the tyring day, andheauie night, 

Witneffe all forrow,that I know thee well 
For our proud Empreffe,Mighty Tamora: 

Imot thy comming for my other hand ? 

Tamo. Know thou fad man,I am not Tamora, 

She is thy Enemic,and I thy Friend, 

lam Rcuengefent from th’mfernallKingdome, 

. To cafe the gnawing V ulture of the mind, 

By working wreakcfull vengeance on my Foes: 

Come downe and welcome me to this worlds light, 
Confcrre with me of Murder and of Death, 

Ther’s not a hollow Caue or lurking place. 

No Vaft obfcurity,or Mifty vale, 

Where bloody Murther or detefted Rape, 

Can couch for feare.but I will finde them out. 

And in their eares tell them my dreadfull name, 

Reucnge,which makes the foule offenders quake. 

Tit. Art thou Rcuenge?and art thou fent to me, 
Tobe a torment to mine Enemies? 

Tam. I am,thcreforc come downe and welcome me. 


Tit. Doe me fome feruice ere I come to thee : 

Loe bythyfide where Rape and Murder ftands. 

New giue f otnc furauee that thou art Reuenge, 

Stab them ,or teare them on thy Chariot whceles. 

And then He come an d be thy Waggonc r, 

And whirle along with thee about the Globes. 

Prouide thee two proper Palfries,as blacke as let. 

To hale thy vengefull Waggon fwift away. 

And finde out Murder in their guilty cares. 

And when thy Car is loaden with their heads, 

1 will difmount,and by the Waggon wheele. 

Trot like a Seruile footeman all day long, 

Euen from Eptons rifing in the Eaft, 

Vntill his very downefall in the Sea. 

And day by day He do this heat'.y task?. 

So thou deflroy Rapine and Murder there. 

Tam. Thefe are my Miniflcrs,and come with me. 

Tit. Arc them thy Min iflers,what are they callci? 

Tam. Rape and Murder,thcrefore called fo, 

Caufe they take vengeance of luch kind cfmen. 

Tit. Good Lord how like the Emprefic Sons they arc, 
And you the Empreffe: But we worldly men, 

Haue miferable mad miftaking eyes: 

Oh fweet Reuenge,now do I come to thee. 

And if one armes imbraccmcnt will content thee, 

I will imbrace thee in it by and by. 

Tam. This doling with him,fits his Lunacie, 

What ere I forge to feede his braine-ficke fits. 

Do you vphold,and maintainc in your fpceches. 

For now he firmcly rakes me for Reuenge, 

And being Credulous in this mad thought. 

He make him fend for Lucm\i\% Sonne, 

And vvhil’ftl at a Banquet hold him lure, 
lie find fome cunning pra&ife out of hand 
To fcattcr and difpcrfc the giddie Gothes, 

Or at the lead make them his Enemies: 

See heerc he comes,and I muft play my theame. 

Tit. Long haue I bene forlorne,and all for thee, 

Welcome dread Fury to my woefull houfe. 

Rapine and Murther,you are welcome too, 

How like the Empreffe and her Sonnes you are. 

Well are you fitted,had you but a Moore, 

Could not all bell afford you fuch a deuill ? 

For well I wore the Empreffe neuer wags; 

But in her company there is a Moore, 
y And would you reprefent our Qucene arighc 
1 It were conuenient you had fuch a deuill: 

But welcome as you are.wbat fliall wc doc ? 

Tam. What would’ft thou haue vs doe Andronicus’} 

Vem. Shew me a Murthercr.lle deale with him. 

Chi. Shew me a Viliaine that bath' done a Rape, 

And I am fent to be reueng’d on him. 

Tam. Shew me a thoufand that hauc done thee wrong. 
And lie be rcuenged on them all. 

Tit. Looke round about the wicked flrects of Rome* 
And when thou find’ft a man that’s like thy felfe. 

Good Murder flab him,hec’s a Murthercr. 

Goc thou with him,and when ic is thy hap 
To finde another that is like to thee, 

Good Rapine flab him,he is a Rauifhcr. 

Go thou with them,and in the Emperour* Court, 

There is a Queene attended by a Moore, 

Well maift thou know h*;r by thy owne proportion. 

For vp and downe (he doth refembie thee. 

I pray thee doe on them fome violent death, 

They haue bene violent to me and mine. 

Tomora. 
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